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The Play of ' 

t. Sir your Queene mud puer board, the Tea workeshie, 
The Wind islowd, and will not lie till the Ship 
Be cleard of the dead. 

Ter. That’s your fuperfHtion. 

1. Pardon vs,fir$ with vs at Sea it hath bin flillobferued, 

^ And we arc ftrorig in ea (I erne, therefore briefly yeeld’er, 

Ter. As you thinkc meet*, for ihemuft oue'r board flraights 
MoO wretched Quccnc. 

Lychor. Heerefhelyes fir. 

Peru A terrible Child-bed haO thou had (my deare. 

No light, no fire,thVnfriendly elements, 

Forgot thee vtterly,nor hauel time 

To giue theehallowd to thy graue,but Oraight, 

AluO caO thee fcarcly Coffina, in oare. 

Where for a monument vpon thy bones, 

The ayre remayning lampes , the belching Whale* 

And humming Water mull orcwelme thy corpes, 

Lying with fimple fhcls : 6 Lychortda , 

Bid Tdjftor bring me Spices,Inckc, and Taper, 

My Casket, and my Iewels \ and bid 2fic<mder 
Bring me the Sattin Coffin : lay the Babe 
Vpon the Pillow *, hie thee whileslfay 
A prieftly farewell to her : fodaincly, woman. 

2. Sir, we haue a Chifl beneath the hatches, 

Caulkt and bittumed ready. 

Pert. Ithankc thee : Mariner fay, what Coaft is this? 

2. Weearenec xcThtijut, 

Text. Thither gentle Mariner, 

Alter thy courfe for Tyre ■ : When can fl thou reach it? 

2* By breake of day, if the Wind ceafe. 

Ten* O make for Thar fas, 

There will I vifit Cleon fox the Babe 

Cannot hold out to T yrus\ there He leaue it 

At careful! nurfing : goc thy wayes goodMariner, 

lie bring the body prefently. £***• 

, Enut 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre . 

Enter Lord Ctrymon With a fir Hants, 

Cery, Pky lemon, hoe. 

Enter Phy lemon. 

Phyl. Doth my Lord call? 

Cery. Get Fire and meat for thefe poore men, 

T*as been a turbulent and ftormie night* 

Sew. 1 haue been in many, but fuch a night as this. 

Till now, I neare endured: 
fery. Your Maifter will be dead ere yopretume. 
There’s nothing can be miniftred to Nature, 

That can rccouer him : giue this to the Pothccary, 

And tell me how it workes . 

Enter two (fentlemen . 
i .<fent. Good morrow. 

2. Gent. Good morrow to yourLordfhip, 

Cery. Gentlemen, why doe you Oirre fo early? 

1 Xfent. Sir,ourlodgings Handing blcake vpon the fea, 
Shooke as the earth did quake : 

The very principals did feeme to rend and all to topple : 
Pure furprizc and fearc,made me to quite the houfe. 

2 .(jent. Thatis the caufe we trouble youfo early, 

T'is not our husbandry. 

Cery. O you fay well. 

i.CfCnt. But I much maruaile that your Lordfhip, 
Hauingrich tire about you,fhould at thefe early howers,. 
Shake off the golden Humber of repofe*, tis moO Orange 
Nature flheuld be fo conuerfant with Paine, 

Being thereto not compelled. 

Cery. 1 hold it euer Vertue and Cunning, 

Were endowments greater^thenNoblenellc & Riches *, 
Carclefie Hey res, may the two latter darken and expend? 
But Iminortalitie attendes the former. 

Making a man a god : 

T’isknowne,I euer haue Oudied Phyficke : 

Through which feerct Artjby turning ore Authorities, 
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